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WILYA CUT 
IT OUT # I'M NOT 


Gar our! You'Re NOT GETTIN! 

UPPER TIGHT! MAYBE THAT 
WILL TEACH YOU A LESSON; YOU 
SIMPLE-MINDED SAURIAN / 


- I GOT HIM GOOD 


THIS TME! STEAW'S: 


I'VE GOT TO BO SOMETHING, 
GAZO0! HE'S ALWAYS PICKIN’ ON 
HE CALLS ME NAMES AND KICKS 
Mae! IT SNIT FAIR. BECAUSE HE 
PRETENDS NOT TO 
MB WHEN I TALK TO HIM 


Ob, Boy! THATIO BE TERRIFIC, 
GAZOO! NOW I'LL BE ABLE TO TELL 
THAT STUFFED SHIRT WHAT HE'S 
STUFFEO WiTH! I'LL BE ABLE TO 
SNITCH*TO WILMA WHEN HE... 


T CAN SPEAK AND UNDERSTAND EVERY 

LANGUAGE IN THE UNIVERSE, DINO! OF 

COURSE, I COULD Fix IT SO FRED 
WHAT YOU SAY 


HOLD IT, Dina! LM GOING TO FIs 
‘SO ARED WILL UNDERSTAND YOU 


YOU'RE STILL SPEAKING peal 
UNDERSTAND ? 


na 
"_THar's sity! A 
CLOWN LI 


KE 


I'M GLAD YOU'RE HERE, 
BETTY! DINO'S GONNA 
> POEM. GO 
AHEAD, DINO. 


= VW 
ts HEY, DINO... TONIGHT TAM? CO | 
BEA SENGAHON! IS AMATEUR NIGHT...AN’ ) YOU THINK 
YOU'RE GONNA BE LL WIN? 
ENTERED!: 


sol FRED DOESN'T KNOW HE AND 
THE GREAT GAZOO ARE THE ONLY 


DON'T BE Nervous, \e ARE YOU KIDDIN? 


DINO! "YOU'RE GONNA Same y} MUTTS WED } DINO AIN'T NO 
BEA SMASH HIT! “AN = MUTT.. .HE'S A 
b a 


TERRIFIC 
SINGER! 


NOW, LADEEZ AN! GENNUL- 
MEN...FRED FLINTSTONE AN 
HIS SINGING PET! GIVE 

FRED 


NOW FOLKS, DINO'S 
GONNA SING AN! DANCE! 
, LET'S GO,DINO! 


WHO'S A CREEP? 
LOOK, DINO CAN SING. 


ay GONNA KISS YOU JUST HOW DO YO Now. eee 
LIKE FRED KIGSES WILMA THEY K/IS6 WHEN THEW/RE 
WHEN THEVRE ALONE? ALONE? 


I PEEKED THROUGH VOUizE A ViEfa| 


THE KBVHOLE ! HEM DING SALA / 
» MBE HEE HEE EEL 4 ea RNR ATE 


‘ 


BaByY=SITTéeR 


“Fred, take good care of the baby while I’m gone,” 
Wilmel instructed her hefty hubby. “Are you sure you'll 
he able to watch the baby all by yourself? Ihave afew 
things fe get at the market and then I'll be right bock! 
Are you ture you'll watch the baby?” Wilma wented 
to knew. 

“Of course, | will," replied Fred sternly as he flopped 
down on the couch In front of the T.V. set. “I'm her 
father! | can take care of my own daughter. Don’t wer- 
ty! Pebbles will be fine. I'll keep a close eye on her,” 
Fred assured his wife. 

“De Da Goo Goo,’’ said Pebbles as she crawled over 
to her fat father. Fred picked her up end bounced her 
‘an his knee os he flicked on the T.V. set. 


“Paibles end 1 or geing fe watch the Rack Rolle 
Derby match en TV." te Wilma.” Now, 
peep deccaemdi itr: mag 

“Okay! I'm on my way!” she said as she moved 
toward the front deor. When she reached the doorway, 
the poused, Dine was lying on the floor near the deor. 
‘Wilme looked down ot the felthful dinosaur and 
patted him on his head. 

“Be @ good hey and watch Pebbles for me, Dino!” 
Wilma: te the Flintstone’s pet. Keep Peb- 
bles safe, sound and out ef trouble!” 

Bino snarled. He growled. Then, he barked happily, 
excitedly and eagerly. He understood completely. 
While Wilma was oway, Dine war unofficially in 
charge of watching Pebbles! 

“Good boy, Dino!" said Wilma as she stroked his 
head, "Fred talks o better game than he plays. | want 
to make sure all bates are covered before I go!’” 


Dino nodded une ndably. Wilma was just being 
kind. She knew fot wes a snook, but with Dine 
‘on the job, Wilma have te worry. 


‘Wilma took one, last look at Fredand Pebbles. Fred’s 
‘eyes were glued to the T.V. screen. Seon, he would 
forget all about his baby-sitting r 

“Y'll be back as fast at! can,” Wilma told Dinoasshe 
rushed out of the house and slammed the door behind 
her. Off toward the market she flew like @ rocket. 

As soon as Wilma was gone, Pebbles climbed down 


off of Frad’s lap ond began te crawl around the house. _ 


Fred was too busy watching T.V. to notice where Peb- 
bles went. Into the kitchen, Pebbles crawled as Fred 
‘stared hypnoticclly at the beeb tuhe. 


Dino didn't think Pebbles should be allowed to play 
in the kitchen all alone. Off he trotted in quick pursuit 
of the littlest Flintstone, 

»Yipe! Yipel Yipe! Yep! Yop! Yap!" barked Dino in 
alarm when he saw what Pebbles was deing in the 
kitchen, Pebbles hod climbed up @ steol and was 
tecter-tottering on the edge of the . She woe 
‘ebout te fall ento the floor. 

Dino had to act fast — and he did! He dashed for 
Pebbles just as she fell face first toward the floor. 
Quickly, Dino deve beneath the falling baby. Luckily, 
he reached the spot in time to save her. Pebbles londed 
right on tup of Dine and knocked the air out of his body. 
Dino the Dinosaur was breathless and sore, but he'd 
saved the baby from a bone breaking fall. 

Before Dino could catch his breath, Pebbles was off 
egain. This time; she got into the drower where Wilma 
kept her carving knives. i 

Moving like a bolt of greased lightning, Dino 
slammed the drawer shut before she could 
knife. Unfortunately for poor Dino, 
in the drawer when he closed it. 

Pebbies didn’t even give the unlucky dinosaur ti 
enough to let out « yelp. From here to there, from th: 
to , the crawled; and every place she 
want, she got Into mischief. r 

By the time the day was done, Pebbles was fine, but 
Dino was black and blue, bruised and beat, 

When Dino saw Pebbles crawl! back inte the living 
room, he was happy and relieved. Now, at long last, 
the worst was over. : 

Pebbles crawled up onto Fred’s lap and fell fast 
asleep. Getting into mischief had tired her out. 

Just as Pebbles’ eyelids closed, Wilmo came running 
into the heuse. She'd finished the shopping sooner 
then she'd expected to. ey 

Quickly, she looked around the room. She sighed in 
relief when she saw Pebbles snuggled up on Fred's 
lap. 


“Y guess everything went okay from the locks of 
things,” Wilma stated. 

“OF course it did,” Fred replied, “I told you | wase_ 
great babysitter! | didn’t even have to get up from my 
chair!’ he bragged. 

Wilma just shook her head and winked at Dino os 


‘the faithful dinosour come limping out of the kitchen, 


DINO KEEPS 
BRINGIN' HIS LOW- 
CLASES FRIENDS 
AROUND LITTERIN’ 
UP THE PLACE! 


ei 


T'LL PROBABLY 


some 
‘SCRUFFY BLONDE IN 
THE LIVIN' ROOM, 
BEFORE, WILMA! 


WAS MABEL MORBUCKS ! 
SHE BELONGS TO DADA 
MORBUCKS, 


i THE RICH 
ILLIONAIRE! 


NEWS. MABEL, A RARE 
BLONDE DINO, THE 
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YABBA- DABEA- 
200/ WILMA, THROW 
ON A STEAK FOR MABEL! 
STEAKS... 


i : DON'T BE A WET BLANKET, 
WILMA. MABEL'S DINO'S 
GIRLFRIEND, RIGHT? SHE 


E 
HIM, THAT'S ALL! 


WILMA, AIN'T THEM, 
[AKS DONE YET? THE 


